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Intro 


Author's Notes: 
Hey guys, this is the first fanfic I've written in a long time! | hope it's not too terrible :) 


Robert Plant hides at the back of the restaurant, Bread Zeppelin as a customer argues with the manager, 
Peter Grant. His heart pounds as he thinks of the worst outcomes. 


lm such a bloody fucking idot sometimes. Im going to get fired and Ive barely worked half a year here. 


Throughout the 5 and a half months Robert has worked at Bread Zeppelin, he has never messed up on an 
order. Grant always praises him on amazing customer service, and on his great charisma with most of their 
guests. But out of all the orders he could've messed up on, this happens to be fucking Jmmy Page's order. 


According to his co workers, this peculiar fellow is a rich, hotshot guitarist. Robert has never even heard of 
this guy before today. Hell, Robert didn't see what he looked like, because he was in the back room making 


sandwiches. 


Shittiest way to meet a celebrity 
the usually calm hippie thought to himself. 


John Bonham, a stocky guy who's Robert's best friend, roomate and the cashier who rung up the order, 
whispers "Damn Robert, you fucked up big time mate. This bloke is mad as Hell. Did you not see that he asked 
for no onions or mustard? How the hell did you manage to put on extra the amount of shit he specifically told 


you NOT to put on?" 


"Thanks man, that totally makes me feel better. | read it as ‘extra onions and mustard’, not ‘no onions and 


mustard,’ Robert grumbles, chewing his long fingernails. 


Robert didn't understand why the hell this guy was so angry anyways. He heard this Jimmy Page bloke 
shouting and demanding to know who made the sandwich. Grant's loud footsteps and the customer's are coming 
closer to the backroom. Robert has a flashback to earlier in the day, wondering if this situation could have 


been avoided. 


A strange encounter 


Robert is all around awesome at customer service. Usually, he personally delivers the sandwiches he makes. 
That gives him a chance to chat up restaurant guests. With his handsome sky blue eyes, friendly smile, and 
social butterfly attitude, the customers practically fawn over him. He flirts with women of every age and 
wears clothes that make even the straightest of men stare a little too long. People like him and want to get to 


know him. 


Today though, John Bonham was in charge of working the register AND delivering sandwiches, so Robert didn't 
get to entertain his quests. That put Robert in a sulky mood because he loves to socialize. Also, it gave him 
more time to think about his home situation. Being at work usually helps him forget. 


Being 20 and growing up in a financially unstable family, he barely scraped up enough To finally move out of 
his parents place. He and Bonzo (John Bonham), his slightly more financially stable best friend, picked out an 


apartment and moved in together. 


Robert barely makes enough to pay his share of the rent, and spends his extra money on weed. Bonzo has 
been working way longer, so naturally he gets paid more. Robert thought about how he would never be able to 
go to college. Hell, he was a high school dropout. Getting this job was a miracle. Robert was so caught up in his 
own self pity that when his next order came up, he didn't read the modifications correctly and put the wrong 


condiments on this customer's order. 


Suddenly, he was snapped out of his depressed dazed from loud arguing noises coming from the dining room. 
"What the hell did you do to my sandwich?? I'm bloody fucking allergic to onions!" A high pitched,nasally voice 
yelled. Robert rolled his eyes. 


"Please calm down sir, you're causing an unnecessary scene," replied Grant between gritted teeth. 
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"| demand to know who made this shit now!" 


The higher pitched voice snarled. 


Robert and Bonzo listened in nervously as their footsteps stomped closer to the backroom. 
"Sorry mate. Good luck," murmured Bonzo as he ducked back to the register, where more customers were 


coming, trying to see what Jimmy Page got so rustled about. 


Grant opened the door with the customer right next to him and Robert's jaw dropped a little. Standing next to 
Grant was literally one of the most attractive men Robert had laid his eyes on in a while. He sure as hell didn't 
look like he matched the nasally voice. His cold green eyes blazed beneath the puffy eyelids that caused him to 
appear so wry. His small lips were a pale pink color, a nice contrast with his skin that was so white it appeared 
to be glowing. His hair was medium length in rebellious curls that looked suspiciously like he used a curling iron. 
Jimmy's outfit didn't exactly help. He wore a tight sweater that showed off his skinny yet appealing frame, 
along with black pants. 


Jimmy shouted something along the lines of "what is your fucking problem lad? You could've killed me!" 


But Robert couldn't follow because the shouting was actually turning him on for whatever reason. Grant 
ushered Jimmy and Robert into his office, and ran out to go calm down the new wave of customers that were 


solely there to see Jimmy Page. 


Robert crossed his arms and gazed at Jimmy. God, he was so goddamned attractive. He took a deep breath, 
and responded. 
"Listen MrPage, l'm very very sorry about the mishap with your sandwich. | can make you a free one if that 


would satisfy you.” 


Jimmy narrowed his eyes and scrunched up his face. "Look kid, | come here after a long fucking day just 
wanting a bloody sandwich. | specifically said No onions or mustard. What the hell? | don't want your goddamn 


coupon. I'm never eating here again!" 


Roberts heart thumped anxiouslyEven if this customer happened to be very appealing, he was a customer 
nonetheless, and a Diva at that. He had to fix this NOW. He took a deep breath and tried to speak as upbeat as 


possible. 

"Look sir, | can even throw in a free cup of tea If you've had a long day, its bound to relax you! | can just 
bring it to you here in the office. | understand that you're a bit of a legend around here, you don't have to 
deal with the people outside," Robert pressed on, getting personal as usual. It was his secret weapon to being 
so great with customers. 

Jimmy was starting to mellow out at the mention of not having to go back to the dining room. 


"Alright fine. Just bring me the tea though." 


Robert was a bit puzzled, but very relieved that he somewhat fixed the situation He left the office, with his 
co workers eyes all on him. They started to ask questions. Robert just Shook his head and went back to the 
office. He presented the hot chai tea with two sugar packets to Jimmy. 


"Here you go Mr. Page, | hope you enjoy. | am very sorry for screwing up on your order, | hope you wil 


consider coming back. | will for sure make your sandwich right next time." 

Jimmy stroked his chin “Actually, | invite you to sit down with me here," he said, pointing to the seat across. 
Robert raised an eyebrow, but complied and sat down because it's his job to. The change in mood confused him 
a lot but whatever. Maybe this Jimmy took pity on him. Plus, getting to chat up this conveniently attractive 


customer excited him on the inside. He twirled a strand of his hair, which resembled curly fries. 


Jimmy rested his head on an elegant, manicured hand. Robert bit his lip, feeling very nervous. 


Jimmy gave Robert an unexpected apology. 
‘lm sorry kid. | had a bad day and | shouldn't have lashed out on you like that. A lot of customers actually 


came to your defense as | was yelling. So | know you're not bad at your job." 


Robert did his crooked but charming half smile. "Thats alright Mr. Page, we all have our off days. | wasn't 


exactly in the best mindset when making your sandwich." 


Jimmy smirked. It was the most provocative facial expression Robert had ever seen in his life. His hooded eyes 


made him appear seductive. 

"Well, next time remember, no onions or mustard" 

Then Jimmy did something unexpected. He placed his hand over Roberts which caused Robert to flinch. Jimmy's 
hand was extremely cold, but an odd warm feeling went throughout Robert's body. 


"| can sense in your aura that you're a good kid, and that you're being genuine and honest,” he announced. A 


strange tingling sensation stayed in Roberts palm after Jimmy let go of his hand. 


Robert gazed at Jimmy in awe. "T-Thank you sir, | try." He felt as if a spell was just put on himIt was so 
strange. Maybe he's a witch, Robert thought to himself jokingly. 


Jimmy finally stood up. "You can expect me here again. Have a good day.” 

Before Jimmy made it to the door, he turned back and asked for his name. 

"Robert, Robert Plant," Robert answered with a grin 

Jimmy nodded and stepped out the door. With his back turned to Robert, he said, "I also sensed a lot of lust” 


Roberts face turned a million shades of red as Jimmy left. He just met Jimmy Page, and he was absolutely 


intrigued, annoyed, and relieved all at once. 


Realizations 


Jimmy grins to himself as he exits the restaurant. 


"l didn't know my spells worked on men too," he mused fo himself, rubbing away the lust sigil on his band 


As soon as Jimmy left, common sense seemed to flow back into Robert's mind. He felt angry and flustered at 
the same time. Robert stormed out of the office. Bonzo turned around after helping the last customer. He 
laughed at Robert's sullenness. 


"He was that bad, huh?" 
Robert sighed and crossed his arms. 


"It was just fucking weird. Like when he came into the room, | felt oddly starstruck," Robert replied He felt as 


if seeing Jimmy manipulated his emotions somehow, but he didn't know why. 
Bonzo snorted. "| mean, it is Jimmy Page. Plus, maybe you liked what you saw too much." 


Robert flushed red. 
"| didn't even know who he was! And | am NOT fruity.” 


"Quit dressing like it then" Bonzo retorted. 


Robert looked down at himself. He was wearing a white blouse that showed off his tanned chest and lean arm 
muscles. His jeans were extremely exposing, showcasing a rather large bulge. "Uh, well | think the chicks dig my 


clothes." 


Bonzo smirked, knowing damn well that the blokes dug it too, and that Robert didn't mind that at all. He loved 
the attention. 


"If you were any deeper in the closet, you'd be in Narnia" 


Robert chose to ignore that somewhat true statement. "It wasn't even a closet, it was a wardrobe!" 


Bonzo rolled his eyes, and removed his Bread Zeppelin hat, clocking out for the night. Robert did the same, 
escaping out the backdoor with him to avoid Grant's scary ass. 


They went into the Bonzo's car, with Robert crawling into the backseat and Bonzo driving. Robert would offer 
to drive, but he has his license taken away for an incident involving LSD and driving, which are two things that 
shouldn't be combined. Robert curled into the fetus position, shivering. 


Bonzo shifted into Drive. "Hey Robert, don't be so sad, there's two big, fat joints waiting for us at home." 


Robert perked up at the mention of weed, because he's still a huge hippie despite everything. "You always know 
how to make me feel better. Turn the heat up though, my nipples are about to turn into ice from this 


weather." 


Bonzo cackled and complied. Robert shut his baby blue eyes and drifted into a slumber. 


Robert was in his bedroom, moaning as a pale hand wrapped around his cock. 


"Please, please blow me," he begged desperately. 


‘Say my name," a sultry voice replied, dripping with lust. 


Robert woke up, startled. He had never had an erotic dream before, much less one with a MAN in it. His 
erection was embarrassingly noticeable. He sat up and attempted to cover it. Bonzo stopped the car in front of 
their small apartment. 


"Home sweet home,” Bonzo announced heartily, getting out of the car. Robert jumped out, hoping the cold would 
make his boner go away. Unfortunately, the tight pants made it very prominent. Robert braced himself for the 
teasing that was sure to come. 


Bonzo stared at Robert's crotch for a second. "Well, | see you're not cold down there." 


Home 


Bonzo lost it over his own joke while Robert grumbled and ran inside their apartment building, shivering. 
"I am so stiff from the cold. And no, that is not another dick joke, shut up," Robert whined. 


"Oh come on you set yourself up for that one mate," Bonzo pointed out, following Robert upstairs to their 
small flat. 


Robert unlocked the door. Inside was a small but homely place with a little living room, a tiny kitchen, and two 
bedrooms. Robert went into Bonzo's room. It was messy and reeked of alcohol. Bonzo sat on a twin sized 
mattress which was too small for his large frame. Bonzo pulled out two nicely rolled up joints from a flower 


pot 

"Pot inside a pot," Robert said out loud. For whatever reason, he laughed hysterically at this. 

Bonzo frowned. "Only you would think something like that is funny. Fuckin dork" 

"Better than erection jokes," Robert grumbled, still a bit mortified at the fact that Bonzo saw his boner. 


Bonzo grinned and pulled out a lighter. He lit up the two joints and passed one to Robert. "My boner jokes are 
steel, rock hard comedy gold." 


Robert ignored him and sucked on the end of his joint, feeling the smoke reach his lungs. He coughed and 
exhaled, already immediately feeling relaxed. 


Bonzo did the same, then stood up, leaving a big dent in his mattress. "I'll be back, l'm getting some food." 


Robert nodded slowly, already getting deep in thought. A pair of green eyes seemed to be overshadowing his 


conscience. 
Green eyes..its that Jimmy fellow. I'm sure he did something to me. | know I'm not gay. 


Robert remembered the last time he got laid which was the weekend before. Robert has a history of being a 
bit promiscuous when it comes to women. With his long hair, lean body, and alluring charm, it was easy to get 
any attractive women into bed. He'd date a girl for maybe a month, sleep with her, then they would break up. 
He never feels too emotionally connected to the people he sleeps with though, as they've all been the same to 
him. Beautiful, but shallow and simple-minded. They'd all either leave once they found out he has no money, or 


truthfully, he'd get bored of the blandness of their personalities and leave them. 


Í think Im a bit of a sociopath 


This did bother Robert a bit. He knows he has feelings for his friends and family, but he doesn't know if he's 
ever felt love in a romantic sense. A dark, nagging spot of him told him maybe it's because women aren't his 


thing, but he chose to shove that thought away for the rest of his lifetime. 


Bonzo returned with a ginormous stack of chips, with cottage cheese for dipping. On their little tv, he put on 
Bewitched. 


"Speaking of magic, | am entirely convinced that Jimmy Page is a witch," Robert declared 

Bonzo guffawed. "Holy fuck, how high are you? What's his spell? Penis erectus?" 

Robert, being high as fuck, laughed along with Bonzo. "At least he won't be needing Viagra in 50 years" 
They howled at that stupid joke, probably waking up their neighbors. 


"How are things going with Pat though?" Robert questioned. Pat is Bonzo's current girlfriend. She was a cute 
blonde haired lady with a sweet personality. 


A shy smile spread across Bonzo's face. "We are doing great. She's such an amazing person. Like, i can see 


myself getting married to her someday." 
"That is so great. I'm happy for you, man" 


One thing Robert was lowkey worried about was Bonzo's chronic drinking problem. Bonzo had a beastly 
personality when drinking, and Pat had not been exposed to that side of him yet. Robert didn't want to ruin the 
mood by bringing it up, so he kept to himself. 


They watched Bewitched in a hazy silence, feeling far gone from reality. At some point, Robert went to his 
room. It was a clean room with plants growing where there were windows and a record player. He had posters 
of his favorite blues artists on his ceiling. He went to sleep, his mind feeling blurred. 


‘Oh Jimmy!" Robert lusttully cried out as he was being plowed. 
"So tight," Ummy moaned, biting Robert's neck. Robert's hands clawed Jimmy's pale, skinny back 


"Shit lm-lm cumm-!" 


Robert woke up in a sweat, heart pounding and knees shaking a little. He was confused and angry as hell, 
knowing this had to be Jimmy s fault. At least he woke up with his dick soft. Unless... 
Robert reached inside his pants and cringed at the wet spot. He just had a wet dream. 


Jimmy is playing guitar in his mansion, eyes ringed with dark bags from being up too late. He has a very sudden 
urge to masturbate. This alarms him, as after a while of practicing weird magick stuff, he usually has control over 
other people's bodies and his own But there was a strange sexual tension in the air. He detected it being caused by 
Robert, as he was the last person who had been exposed fo Jimmy's lust sigil 


Another encounter 


Jimmy looks through a strange book of the studies of magick he picked up at some point in his lifetime. He felt 
oddly subdued that his magick backfired on him, especially since the cause was some bloke he's just met. The sexual 
energy couldn't have just come out of no where. He frowned, decided to just act lke the tension wasn't there, and 
began practicing some blues riffs. He knew he must have messed up with this spell, as there was definitely a 
magickal link to Robert because of his siil 


Robert changed out of his clothes quietly, embarrassed and still high as Hell 


Well its normal to want to experiment sexually, right? 


Robert thought. Being gay would stir up a lot of problems with his parents, and he couldn't handle that type of 
stress at the moment. As if wanting to secure his sexuality, he decided he'd go over to his "friend" Maureen's 


house. They had been each other's booty call for at least a year by now. 


He walked slowly info Bonzo's room, eyes heavy. Bonzo was snoring away on a mattress that was a litte too small 
for his heavy body. Robert wrote down a note that he was going to Maureens, and left the apartment with a 
fluffy, glamorous blue coat and a black scarf. Her house was about a mile walk away. 


Robert made it to Maureen's, and he knocked on her door, shivering. Small footsteps pattered to the door, and it 
swung open A 52 woman with wide, brown eyes stated up at him. Maureen was wearing just a skimpy robe and 


red lipstick, as if knowing exactly what he came there for. A sexy smirk played across her lps 


‘Hey, you need to borrow a cup of sugar or somethin?" She questioned, inviting him in 


Robert grinned and stepped inside, removing his coat. "Only if its your sugar." 


They went their usual routine of sloppily making out and removing each other's clothes, then doing some intimate 
things on her couch. Something weird happened while Maureen was going down on Robert He just wasn't feeling it 
He was getting hard, but this time felt..different 


"You alright there, Robert?" Maureen asked, as if feeling the sudden change in mood 


Robert let out a nervous laugh. "Yes darling, everything's good, its just | came earlier." 


Maureen stared up at him coyly. "Mind if | try something new?" 


Robert raised his eyebrows. "Um, | guess. Be gentle though," he joked, rubbing his large hands through her hair. 


Maureen slid her slender hands up his thighs, and wrapped her lips around his confused cock. He groaned and shut 
his eyes. Without warning, he felt something prodding into his backend Robert let out a surprised yelp and nearly 
smacked her. But something about this made his cock stand up stiff. The sucking noises from the wet heat of her 
mouth made him moan even louder as she thrust her finger deeper into his ass He gasped and began to fuck her 
throat hard, causing her to gag, saliva dropping all over his cock He couldnt handle the new, intense stimulation and 
came quickly inside her mouth She dry heaved and spat the semen out in the trashcan nearby. 


Guilt immediately layered Roberts lust, and he held out a hand to help Maureen up from her knees. 


‘Sorry about that love. Your new little trick was a bit too much for me." 


Maureen grinned and took his hand. "S alright, | know a lot of men now a days like getting a little fruity," she said, 
making a subtle dig at his sexuality. 


Robert frowned. "What is it with that? Youre the second person today making these..accusations at me being not 
completely straight." 


"Well, you did kind of just orgasm affer | stuck a finger in your ass. You can’t get much more poofy than that," 
Maureen teased good naturedly. 


Robert scoffed in disbelief. "I don't believe its my fault that God put G-spots in our asses. | should really be getting 
home." 


Robert put on his briefs, again wanting to run from his "true" identity, or at least mentions of if. 


"Wait, Robert, before you go," Maureen interjected in a soft voice. 


"What is it?" 


She took a deep breath "What are we?" 


Robert froze in his steps, feeling a wave of shame and more guilt 


‘Um, Sweetheart, | kinda thought this was a mutually accepted fling thing." 


İt was true. They met at some concert that got cancelled and ended up hooking up in the bathrooms, high and 
dazed They, they exchanged landlines. They had been seeing each other for one thing and one thing only ever since: 
sex. Sometimes, they'd lay in bed and have a casual conversation about music, or just smoke together. But it was 


never anything deeper than that, at least not to Robert. 


Maureen stared at Robert in shock "What the fuck? This has been going on for at least a year by now, doesn't 
that mean anything fo you?" 


Now Robert was shocked He knew Maureen had has been around town with other guys, and she had seen him with 
other girls Around those times, they'd share a mutual secret smile, and not talk for a while, to be faithful to their 


temporary lovers 


‘ mean, | believed we had both been seeing other people." 


Maureen bit her lp, eyes tearing up. "True, but in the end, we always came back to each other!" 


Robert felt like an asshole, remorse flowing through him. 'L./ just didnt think this was that deep." 


Maureen stared at him, and they locked eyes, intensity filling the silence. Suddenly, she stnked him across the face. 


He started sobbing, from the guilt and that somehow, despite her 52 height, that slap hurt. Robert had always 


been a bit over emotional 


‘Just leave, you bastard" 


Robert wiped the salty tears from his cheeks, putting on his coat and snakeskin boots, exiting the little house. 


Robert was about halfway home when he bumped into a hooded figure. 


‘Oh Sorry about that sir!" Robert apologized, his voice nasally from crying. 


‘ts alright, its not the first time you've apologized" a small voice replied Robert oddly recognized this voice. 


The figure looked up at Robert. Robert jumped,startled because staring back at him was Jimmy Page. He felt an 
urge fo run away, because those were the same eyes he dreamt so lusttully about just 2 hours ago. Robert was 
slightly mortified blushing despite himself, even though Jimmy couldnt have possibly known about his sinful dream. 
The tension between the two was undeniable, as they both had something fo accuse the other of. 


So, what are you doing walking around here so late, Mr. Page? You should get home where it's nice and safe," 
Robert queried in a pitiful fone, trying to sound upbeat and voicing his own thoughts. He just wanted to be 
anywhere but here, at home comfortable and NOT questioning his sexuality, 


Jimmy licked his chapped lps from the cold, an action that caused Robert fo become a bit flustered for whatever 
reason. Because he's totally straight. "Same goes to you You dont seem like someone who takes a liking to nightly 
strolls." 


"l dont. | ike to run around the snow in the morning, when its all sunny," Robert replied That was the one thing he 


was looking forward to on the next morning. 


"Seems like you." 


Robert had so much he wanted to say but little was coming to his brain ‘ill see you around Bread Zeppelin" 


ummy gave a heartbreaking smile. "Dont count on it" 


Explanations 


Author's Notes: 
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They were about fo part ways but Robert just couldnt leave this alone. 
"Wart! Mr. Page." 
Jimmy turned around, and rose an eyebrow at Robert. 


‘Ljust..this is going to sound fucking ridiculous. But | feel as if something weird happened fo me in our first meeting 
Some sort of..connection Because of you. | think you did something to me. | have no idea what but. dont know." 


Robert instantly regretted the words that came out of his mouth 


Great, now he's just going to think | am weird and hitting on him. Robert was pretty sure that Jmmy was going to 
start yelling at him again or something 


"Yes, | have done something that affected both of us. | feel the same sort of..connection you do." Jmmy replied 
mysteriously. 


Robert breathed a sigh of relief but he had so many questions. "I thought | was just losing my mind! What the hell 


dd you do? Is this some weird psychological experiment or something?" 


"| dont know if | can talk about this here. Would you lke to come home with me and fnd out? Besides | think | can 


only undo this whole mess if you came home with me." 
Robert was bewildered and entirely lost "Undo what? What the hell even is this? Why cant we talk about it here?" 


Jmmy pressed a finger fo his lps and began walking further, gesturing Robert to come with. "Not so loud, Robert 
This is a spiritual matter. Something Id have to explain" 


Robert threw his hands up, but trailed behind Jmmy. Robert wasn’t naive, but he was adventurous and impulsive. 
He just had to find out what all this weird shit was 


‘Fine, but how far away is your house?" 


"Well, its a long ways away. Probably a 2 hour walk, so | can just call a cab. Oh and its a mansion, not a house." 


Roberts eyes nearly boggled out of his head He has never even lived in a house, always having to stay in 
apartments even as a kid "A mansion? What are you doing eating at places such as Bread Zeppelin?" 


Jimmy grinned. 'I crave fast food, like everybody else. 


Robert felt a childlike excitement at getting to be inside a mansion out of all places A pay phone was conveniently 


in front of them. Jimmy made the call and 5 minutes later, a cab came. 


Affer a long and cold ride, they made it to Jimmy's mansion Robert was speechless once he stepped inside. "Mr. 
Page, this is the most gorgeous place Ive ever seen in my life." 


Jimmy laughed "You really think so?" 


dmmy’s bright green eyes seemed to glow hypnotically when he looked at Robert. Robert felt like he was losing 
himself in them. 


Well, there are other gorgeous things | can think of. 

Jmmy removed his coat, then took Roberts 

‘Are you hungry, Mr. Plant?" 

"Just hungry for knowledge." 

Jmmy nodded in understanding and lead Robert to his library. It was a beautiful, large yet dark area and it was 
about 10 

degrees colder than the rest of the mansion 

Robert gazed in awe at the strange symbols that covered the floor. "What is all this?" 


‘ts to keep out bad spirits," Jimmy answered sullenly. 


Robert widened his eyes "You have to elaborate on all this mystical stuff." 


"Why don't you take a seat?" Jimmy asked, pointing Robert to a chair on the other side of a small mohagony table. 
Robert seated himself, and Jimmy did the same. "Please, explain." 


Jimmy thoughtfully stroked his chin and looked into Roberts blue eyes. "Well, | have a huge interest in Aleister 
Crowley." 


Robert felt the room get colder. "Crowley? Isnt he some satanist?" 


Jmmy chuckled. 'IF you want to call it that. He was a practicer of this.. thing called black magick. 
| happen to be into it to." 


A chill went down Roberts spine as ummy Page's eyes seemed to darken" that so? Did you cast some 
sort of spell on me then? 


"Well.sort of. You see, there's this symbol called a sigi" Jimmy rolled down a black sleeve to show Robert 
the sigil written on his left hand. 


Robert felt..warm inside from just looking at it. "What does it do?" 

"Whatever you want it fo. You just have to charge it with the right amount of energy." 

Robert was throughly spooked. "Holy bloody hell What exactly did you do to me?" 

Jimmy cackled. 'I never thought you could put holy' and tell together in the same sentence. But anyways, 
the day | came into your fast food place, | had a sgil that was supposed fo initiate feelings of lust. 

/ was just testing to see if it would work on other people besides me." 

"That explains a lot. | know Im not gay, but for the first time | had dirty thoughts about..about another man." 
Jimmy eyed Robert up and down like a snack "Oh really? Who was that?" 

"You damn well know! You just.manjpulated my emotions with that sigil so | felt that way. | am no poof." 
Jmmy frowned and glared at Robert sharply. "What is wrong with being gay?" 

Dammit, | offended him. 

"l never insinuated that its wrong! | just don't think | am." 

Jimmy tilted his head "Or are you just in denial? You know, my sigils don’t work unless the emotion or feeling 
is there in the first place. For you to have lustful thoughts from the sigi, you had to see me as attractive in the 
first 

place." 


"Bullshit! Just undo this now." Robert was a dark shade of red 


Jmmy rolled his eyes. "Alright, pass me your hands." 


Robert placed shaky hands into Ummys. Robert watched as ummy shut his eyes and began to mutter something 


| wonder if he closes his eyes like that when he masturbates, Robert mused to himself inside his head, 
then quickly shoved that thought away. 


Affer 5 minutes, ummy opened his eyes and breathed deeply, his face flushed Robert found that sexy, but this 
time he 
couldn't blame it on the sigil "Did it work, Mr. Plant?" 


Robert glanced away. "Um, yes. Im just going to go home now." 


Robert got up and left in a hurry, running away from more than just Jmmy's mansion 


Cat and Mouse game 
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‘Ummy watched Robert rush out of the library like a green eyed cat observing a mouse escaping He sighed and 


shook his head in annoyance. 
He probably doesnt even know where the exit it 


To get to the library, Jmmy had fo unlock a series of doors and go down a few flights of stairs. This was fo 
ensure nothing too dangerous from his dark practices reached the outside world He blew out the candles that 
dimly lit up the place, going after the golden haired man" 


Robert stumbled through the shadowy hallways, his heart pounding 


How fucking big IS this place?? he thought to himself, searching in vain for the exit, Robert had a million thoughts 
running through his head, combined with the feeling of physical fear and anxiety of being trapped alone in a spooky 
mansion. The dark atmosphere reminded him too much of a traumatic incident from last year. 


Last year, it was a cold, dark night in England Robert was walking home from a lady friend named Rosie's house. He 
happily thought about how good her rosy colored lps looked on his cock 


Suddenly, he was attacked from behind He cried out on the ground, hearing shallow, raspy breathing in his ear. 


"You think youre such hot shit huh?" 


Robert recognized the voice. I was Rosie's ex boyfriend, a typical jock meathead Robert struggled but he was 


pinned down. 
‘Please, stop this. Lets just discuss this man to man." 


Fighting has never been in Roberts nature. He was a hippie at heart in every way. 


Hs attacker crackled cruelly, and pulled out what sounded like a knife from his pocket. Roberts heart raced even 


faster. 


"Man to man’ is a funny phrase coming from you. Everyone knows you hook up with easy sluts from our school 


Just to hide how much of a fucking fag you are," he taunted 


Roberts face heated up. He felt on the verge of tears, because the words hit so close to home. 


"Please don't hurt me. Hl stop seeing Rosie if thats what you want." 


The jock let out an obnoxious, villainous laugh "You think thats what | want? | want to help you." 


A chill ran down Roberts spine. "Help me what?" 


"To stop looking lke a goddamn queer." 


He yanked Roberts hair up and cut through the long golden locks as Robert cried out in protest, tears streaming 


down his cheeks. 


h the present, Robert began to bawl. He curled up in a comer, crying as the same feelings of powerlessness and 


fear came back to haunt him. Roberts anxiety increased as footsteps came towards him. 


"Please dont hurt me," he cried out 


‘Robert? What the hell happened?" Jimmy's soft voice responded. He gazed at Robert concerned, his eyebrows 
furrowed. Jimmy's usually cold heart was aching at Roberts pain 


‘Ljust..need to get home." 


"This is why you ask fo be escorted out instead of running off. But I know its not just the mansion that has you 
Ike this." Jimmy could read people very well It was Iiterally a supernatural gift 


Robert wiped the tears away. "God, Im a pathetic mess. Do you happen to have any spells that make you feel 
better and forget bullshit?" 


Jmmyss lp curled up. '! think a bottle of Jack Daniels can do just that. 


Robert smiled a tiny bit. "Its lke Zam and | have work tomorrow.! should probably get home. Im sorry for all this 


drama Mr. Page. | can't even express how embarrassed | am." 


dummy felt guilt for the first time in a while. 


‘ts all my fault for casting the sigil" 


Robert was too emotionally worn out to talk anymore at ths point. "Weil discuss this at some other time. Please 
Just escort me out, HI take a cab home." 


dmmy called a cab then silently lead Robert out of the mansion 


‘Good night, Robert" 


Roberts skin tingled when he said his name. 


"Goodnight," he murmured, stepping into the cab. 


Back to Work 


Author's Notes: 

! changed Lori and Sable's ages a litle to make this slightly less problematic. | feel lke baby groupies were an 
strange yet important part of the 1110's, and | notice nobody writes about them in these fanfictions. Please note 
that | do not condone the actions that took place between Jimmy and Lori, and | am not going to write about them 
getting intimate. h this story, Jmmy is simply experimenting with magic on Lori with her consent. but Robert is 
thinking otherwise. 


Robert was rudely awaken the next day by his alarm clock, at 6:30am. Hs head was throbbing and his hair was a 
tangled mess. He groaned and shoved his face back into the pillow, attempting fo muffle the screech of the alarm. 


Bonzo barged in, brushing his teeth. Robert gazed at him irritably. 
‘Damn, what the fuck happened to you? This is the latest you've woken up in a while," Bonzo exclaimed 
The painful memories of last night started coming back to Robert: 'I really dont want to talk about it." 


Bonzo was immediately concerned The only other time he'd seen him like this was when that thing with Rosie's ex 
boyfriend happened a year ago. 


Bonzo sat down in Roberts bed "You sure? We still got some time to talk if you need fo." 
Robert just shook his head and started to get ready for work 


B minutes later, they were in the car. Robert sipped on coffee instead of his usual thermos of tea, so he could 
survive the work day. Bonzo kept shooting side glances at the unusually grumpy Robert. 


‘Could you at least fell me where you went last night? | know that if you just got your cock sucked by some bird, 


you'd be in a much better mood." 
Robert took a long drink. ‘Hl fell you when we get home." 
He just wanted to keep his mind on work for now. 


Bonzo nodded, satisfied with this answer as they pulled up in Bread Zeppelins driveway. 


An hour later, Robert was in a better mood He got to serve and charm some customers today. Plus, one of his 
favorites, John Paul Jones, just walked in He was a rather small man with a sharp jawline, chestnut colored hair, 


and a demure attitude. 

Robert affectionately refers to him as Jonesy. He was one of Roberts faves. Robert spent a lot of time trying fo 
get Jonesy fo warm up fo him. It took a month for Robert fo just get a hi back from the shy man. Hs co workers 
thought of Jonesy as boring and unfriendly, but Robert found him fascinating. He believed that quiet people have 
the loudest minds, and he was dying to know what went on through their heads. Jonesy grinned when their eyes 
met. 

"Good morning, Robert." 

‘Good morning Jonesy! Here's your usual, Chip Butty with tomato sauce." 


"Thank you." Jonesy took a small bite from the sandwich. 


‘How have you been, man?" Robert casually leaned against the table, noticing some teenaged girls eyeing him from 


the side. 


"Ive been a little under the weather." 


Robert gasped and frowned. "Why is that?" 


Jonesy chuckled "it's just that one of my bass strings broke yesterday and Im bummed out." 


Robert nodded He didn't know much about instruments but he knew that Jonesy played various things, and that he 
was already doing session work. "Why dont you just buy a new set?" 


Jonesy glanced away, embarrassed. '! cant exactly afford any at the moment. My session work hasnt really made 
me anything recently." 


Robert pouted, feeling upset for Jonesy. ‘lm so sorry fo hear. Id get you some if | weren't so broke. Unless." 


A certain mysterious guitar playing millonaire popped into his head. "Jimmy! | know Mr. Page probably has a couple 
bass guitar strings laying around" 


Jonesy froze. "Mr. Page? You mean Jimmy Page ? 
Robert sighed a little, forgetting Jmmy was apparently famous 
"Yes, | had a couple..unwarranted encounters with him yesterday." 


‘Robert with all due respect, why did he want to talk to you? | mean, everybody wants fo falk fo you, but ummy 


Page doesn't seem like someone who would want to speak to us..commoners." 


Robert laughed "He came in here yesterday and | messed up his order. We talked in the backroom, and he forgave 


me. He was very strange." 


Robert lowered his voice. "! didn't have a bloody clue about who he was until yesterday." 


Jonesy snickered "Robert, do you live under a rock?" 
"l might as well, my apartment is shit." 


They laughed together, then Jonesy said, "But seriously, you should really check out his music. He was in a band 
called The Yardbirds | have a record at home | could bring fo you tomorrow." 


"Alright, so I could see what the bg deal is" 

A loud, booming voice suddenly called from the cashier. 

‘Robert, this isn't social hall These sandwiches won't delver themselves!" Grant yelled 
Robert rolled his eyes. "Hey Jonesy HI tak to you later. | gotta get back to work" 


Robert walked fo the counter where two plates of cucumber tea sandwiches along with two dainty glasses of 
peppermint tea awaited The order was for the two teenaged girls eyeing him earlier. One was a pale blonde with a 
lot of makeup on, clearly trying fo look older. Her small frame and flat chest (that she proudly showed off with 
an open blouse) was an indicator of her youth. She gazed at Robert seductively, smirking The other seemed more 
reserved. She had long, thick black hair and big red lips. Her skin was olive colored and she wore stilettos despite the 


cold weather. 

"Good morning, ladies," Robert greeted, smiling 

‘Hey there, Robert," the blonde replied, reading his name tag. 
"Good morning," the brunette responded with a sweet grin 
‘How are you two doing today?" 

The brunette blushed while the blonde flipped her hair. 


‘Better now that our meal have arrived," the blonde replied, subtly looking at Roberts crotch The two giggled 
together. 


Robert was slightly taken aback by this girl He had never been flirted with this aggressively by someone so young 
He cleared his throat, uncomfortable. "Ladies, what are your names?" 

‘lm Sable Starr," said the blonde, "and this is my friend Lori Mattix." 

"What interesting, pretty names." 

Robert checked the time. 7:30am. 

‘Shouldn't you ladies be in school?" 

Sable let out a high pitched laugh ‘Its two years too late for that, honey." 

Lori nodded in agreement. "We dropped out at the age of 14. Besides, we have a party fo go to." 
Robert frowned in disapproval Where were these girls parents? 

"What party could be more important than school?" 

Sable snorted "Any party. This one happens to be Mick Jaggar's." 

Robert did the math in his head Two years ago at the age of 4..that would make them. 

Robert gasped "You guys are |b? What the hell would he want want a couple of teenagers?" 


Lori and Sable gave each other side glances. 


‘Um..they like company," Lori murmured 


Robert felt kind of creeped out. "Oh. see. | advise you two not to go. Rock star parties are wild and filled with 
dangerous things." 


Sable cackled "Wild? Thats the fun of it Robert" 


Robert shook his head in disbelief. "I should probably get back to my next customers. Have a good rest of your day, 
Lori and Sable. Be careful out there." 


"You have a good one too, Robert," Lori replied softly. 
‘Bye, Robert. Come chat with us anytime," Sable said in a low voice, and the two ate their sandwiches together. 


The rest of Roberts work day went on as usual. The highlight of the day was when Grant left. Robert and his co 


workers smoked a joint in the bathroom. 
‘Getting baked sure beats baking bread, iF you catch my drift." Bonzo coyly said 

Everyone snickered Suddenly, a bell rang, indicating a customer just walked in Everyone collectively groaned 

HI take ih" offered Robert, walking back to the diner 

Who the fuck comes in here on a Sunday," Robert mused to hmselt 

At 6:30pm, Bread Zeppeln was usually empty. He spotted someone wearing a dark fedora and trenchcoat in the 
very corner fable of the room. Robert's heart pounded with excitement and anxiety, knowing it could only be the 


mysterious guitarist. But suddenly, the bell rang again. Inside came Lori, looking at Jimmy with nervous yet 


familiarized and fond eyes. 


Robert watched as the two embraced, feeling a mix of disgust, jealousy, and curiosity. From far away, he could see 
a siil on Jmmy's hand, and it seemed fo glow as they hugged 


